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Infinity 


Author's Notes: 
For Butterscotch. 


Shit, | fucking love this pool. Infinity pools, the best fucking thing ever. A mind-fuck every time you jump into 
one. And the view--awesome. No, I'm not talking about the "scenic vista" or what the fuck ever the brochure 


said. I'm talking about him. 


| swim closer for a better look, eyes open and just above the surface of the water. Today, I'm a crocodile. | 

love my mind sometimes, ¡Fs the most fucked up place on the planet. | think I've regressed back to eighteen in 
the couple of days that we've been here. Heh. Anyway. My prey is lying on the tiled pool surrounds basking in 
the sun. Looks like he's done his fair share of regressing too; | haven't seen him sprawl out like that since we 


were kids. He'll burn his nuts if he's not fucking careful though. 


When | look up again, | see feet on the poolside. My eyes travel up his legs and lock onto his cock. He's hard, oh 
so fucking hard; attracting me like a magnet. | half swim and wade out of the pool, my own cock cutting 


through the water like the fucking rudder of a boat. 


Dripping, | stand and stare at him. | can't resist curling my lip and snarling a little. He rolls his eyes and drags 
me back to his cave.. okay, his towel; he'd make a great caveman though. Pulling me onto the towel and 
between his legs - oh yeah; wants to get fucked, does he? 

"Stop being so fucking hyper. Christ. You're driving me insane here," he says. 


Huh. Wasn't expecting that. He didn't fucking complain when | was hyper last night. Twisting and pushing at him, 
| try and pull away from him. A tanned arm hauls me back, my wet back flush against his chest. 


"Stop thrashing around, willya" 
His breath tickles my ear as he leans forward, points at the pool in front of us, and says, "Watch." 


Watch what? Turning my head | start to ask what the fuck he's on about. He stops my words with a kiss and 
a resigned shake of his head. "Just fucking watch, Dave." 


The pool is as still and flat as a mirror as | stare into it. What the fuck am | meant to be looking at? It's just 
us, nothing fucking special there; if I've got to be fucking watching something then I'd rather watch his face 
twist while | fuck him into the ground. But okay, I'll play. Clearing my throat | spit onto the tiles. "Well, there's a 
boat out there, one of those big ones, on the horizon. That what you want me to watch?" 

A deep groan. Heh. Only | can piss him off this much and get away with it. 

"You're a fucking obtuse cunt." 

Harsh, but I can hear the smile. He slides one hand down and grips my cock Oh yeah. You can't beat his hands- 
hard, callused and fucking huge. | push up into his grasp, trying to fuck his hand while his other hand pulls my 


hair to one side. 


"| said watch, not look Watch us." He bends his head and kisses his way down my neck-I can't resist helpfully 


tilting my head for him-and across my shoulders. "I've missed these." More kisses. 
"Missed what?" 

"Freckles." 

Squeezes his hand around my cock, stroking me firmly. Sure of himself. "Missed this too. 
"Everyone misses The General," | say cockily. 


Jerking me a little faster now; long firm strokes, strong rhythm, calluses rubbing me just right. His other 
hand's pressing damply against my asshole-wondered where that disappeared to. Fuck, he's good. So good. My 


eyes start to slide shut. He's really very good. Suddenly both hands stop. That wasn't a whimper.. it was a 


growl. Honest. Fuck, | can't even fool myself these days. 
"Keep watching." 


This is a new kink for Het. We should hire someplace with mirrors on the ceiling next year. He'd fucking love 


that. 


| crack my eyes open and his hands start moving again. It's all too fucking good to keep my eyes open for, but 
too good to make him stop. If I'd known, I'd have brought some matches to prop my fucking eyes open How the 
fuck am | supposed to keep my eyes open with all these fingers playing inside me? 


"I swear to Christ.. if you don't get in me right fucking now, |'m--" 


A nasty chuckle, then a rough hand on my hips pushes me forward out of his lap, then he's guiding me back.. 
Jesus-fucking-Christ! 


Okay, now | have to close my eyes. | rest my head on his shoulder, panting, almost dizzy. | will not whimper 
again When | finally catch my breath, he nudges me upright again and | stare at our reflections. Fuck, that's 
hot... 


Me lifting up, then slamming down onto him, his hand wrapped round my cock, pulling me off, the other braced 
against the ground. His face disappearing and reappearing over my shoulder, making its own ripple in the pool, 


but our eyes locked together in the reflection. 


Never seen his face look like this before. Raw, naked, full of longing, and something.. else. | shift slightly, and 
stare hard at the water. 


"You see it, don't you...” 


Oh fuck, James; don't make me see this. What we can't say face to face, he's saying this way. Fuck. Fuck | 
want to look away, but its too late; the coiled, tight feeling is rising.. 


As | come, our eyes lock together. It's unbearably intimate, but | keep watching, even through blurred eyes 
until we topple backwards, his hand still working my dick, come smeared everywhere, his breath hitching by 


my ear. 


Why can't it always be like this? Oh yeah, ‘cos I'm an asshole-that's why. There's only so much happiness | can 
deal with before starting to spit and snarl again. At least we both know the fucking dance by now... 


+ 


